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Shortly afterwards the 2nd North Ridings entered
the village under the screen of what may be termed
Reggie's own personal barrage. Reggie entered it,
too. And its associations remained so unpleasant that
he extracted a certain degree of comfort from sticking
close all the time to the Second-in-Command.

He telephoned to the Battery Command Post, in-
forming them that the day's work was over.

" I'll send along another F.O.O. to relieve you,"
replied the Major.

An hour later Reggie was back at the B.C.P. giving
the Major a very abbreviated and formal account of
his doings. He confined himself strictly to essentials.
Among the many things he did not mention were the
shooting of the North Ridings' Colonel and Adjutant
in the little hollow, and the true origin of his last
battery target. They were things he did not feel
disposed to dwell upon. Besides looking paler than
ever, he also felt a trifle sick. He craved to be alone
for a bit. Not to have to talk to anybody.

As soon as he made his report he quitted the Com-
mand Post, collected his portable wireless set and his
box of cigars from his kit, and conveyed them to an
outhouse in the distant corner of the farmyard.
There, sitting with his back against a truss of straw,
he lit a cigar and tuned-in till he got music. Any
music. It didn't matter what. He felt an overpower-
ing need for re-adjustment. Re-adjustment of himself.
To feel himself once more the Reggie Ellington that
he knew so well and appreciated so much.

After a while, listening to the soft music, and puffing
at his cigar, the magic began to work.

" Yes," he reflected. " A wireless set is a damned
sensible thing. So is a cigar. But careering over the
country doing what I've been doing all the afternoon
is just simply damned idiotic."
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